NIGHT  TAKE-OFFS  III  .JA'.llSR  _  11 

(Tune  -Deep  An  a  dream  of  you) 

I  din  the  fluarosccnts  arc], fasten  Amy  belt 
Tto '  snow'  on  the'  v/ings  is  beginning  tg'-melt 
So  I  taxi  her  out  with  ny  nine]  full  of  doubt 
..nd  another.  nito  take-off  to  do. 

•  I  lino. up  on  2-8  and  give  her  the  gun.. 
he1 re  off  of  the  •  round  but  our  York  isn't 
done . 

i'* tore's  thousands  of  feet  of  fog  vie  must- 
neet 

,m  instrument  o.scont  to  go  through, 

Thun  out  of  nowhere,  c.  plr.no  moots  our  stare 
laid  ue  rack  her  off  to  the  right 
Just  by  r.  h£ir,we  nissod  it  back  there 
Then  wo' re  climbing  br.ck  up  thru  the.  nite, 

'.Jo  brerlc  out  on  top, for  the  Bunches  wo  herd 


IJJIOGANT  BAR  (Continued) 

How  G-rti  and  still  tonight, boon, bo 
By  the  old  distillery 
Hoy;  those  no, mors  uor.n 
•Round  the  Lager.  Brei/ery 
Up  in  the  nountrin  tops 
For  f sou  the  eyes  of  cops 
Up  where  the  noon  shines  on  the  moon- 
sh  in  e  ’  s  o  s t  illily , 


Goodness  ae  how  nisery  doubles 
Ain't  one  thing  for  ma  Icing  bubbles 
For  to  drive  r.viry  your  troubles. 
How  the  tide  has  rone  and  went 
Drjrs  and  nites  rrc  retting  bier. leer 
Shiverin'  for  r.n  old  tirae  sleeker 
Even  the  writer's  gettin'  weaker 
'Bout  one-tenth  of  one  percent. 


he  sigii  with  relief  for  we're  glad  we're  not  How  sr.d  end  still  tonito, Boon, boon 

^erx’»  By  the  old  distillery 

AC  re  no  longer  afraid,  nothing  left  but  the  Rov/  t!l0se  cob-webs  cob 

rr-xt-  ....  'Round  the  old  machinery 

For  we'r-  br.clc  up  r.gr.in  in  tne  blue,  go  .-ulster,  if  you  plcr.se 

*  *  *'  Don't  let  nobody  sneeze 

h'lll.TFEG  UHORD  Up  Y/here  the  noon  shines  on  the 

(Tune  -  Ruben,  Ruben]  moonshine  -  so  stillily. 


'Tw’c.s  ny  first  trip  up  the  Chippei/ah  liver 
...y  first  trip  to  th.e  Cr.nr.dir.n  Shore 
Where  I  first  net  Axs,Cr.rrie  0'Flr.nr.grn 
Commonly  knoYjn  as  th.e  Winnipeg  Whore. 

"Now  young  nan, your  face  looks  familiar 
Slap  your  ass  across  ray  knee 
..ax!  X 'll  . give  you  a  royal  fuckin' 

Dollar  and  a  half  will  be  ray  fee". 

Slapped  a  dollar  on  the  counter 
Swore  ‘to  Cirri st  I'd  pay  no  more 
Lifted  50 'yards  of  calico 
Put  tire  boots  to  the  Winnipeg  Whore, 

Sorac  were  diddlin',  sorae  were  fiddlin' 

Some  lay  sprav;led  drunk  on  the  floor 
Philo  over  in  a  cozy  corner 
I  put  the  boots  to  the  Winnipeg  Whore. 


m  SWEET  EVALINA.. 

(Tune  - 

•Twas  down  in  cunt  valley  where  the 
maidenheads  grow. 

On  Cbcksucker's  Levy  where  the  Piss 
River  flows, 

'Twas  there  that  I  met  .her,  the  girl 
I  adore  -  My  'Sweet  Evalina 

I Sy  Cow  Cun  ted  Whore, 

She's  dirty,  she's  filthy,  she'll 
shit  in  the  street 

And  each  time  I  meet  her  she's  always 
in  hoat . 

She'll  fuck  for  a  quarter,  she'll  take 
less  or  more  -  fly  Sweet  Evalina, 

My  Cow  Cun  tad-  Whore . 


Then  out  came  trooping  whores  and  bitches 
There  must  hove  been  a  score  or  more 
You  Yjoulda  laughed  to  shit  your  britches 
To. see  i.y  ass  wobble  out  that  door, 

THE  LAKOG  iff  I,'R 
(Tune  - 


The*  first  time  I  met  her,  she  was  swoc 
and  young . 

bho  didn't  know  a  piece  of  ass  from  a 
piece  of  bull,  tongue . 

She'll  fuck  for  a  quarter,  she.' II  take 
loss  or  more.  My  Sweet  Evalina 

My  Cow  Cunted  Whore. 


TRe  Aahogany  is  dusty 
,.11  the  pipes  are  very  rusty 
...nd  the  good  old  fashioned  musty 
Doesn't  musty  any  more. 

Then  the  stuff  got  bum  and  bummer 
Theough  the  middle  of  the  summer 
Now  the  Bar  is  on  the  hummer 
. jnd  "For  Rent"  is  on  the  door. 

( Continued  -  ne::t  coliuai) 


The  last,  timo  I  saw  her, 'twas  late  in 
the  fall.  "  - 

She  gave  me  the-  clap  at  the  Fireman' s 
Ball, 

She  gave  me  the  eye  as  she  skirted  the 
room 

And  she  singed  all  the  hair  off  ny 
touchy  maroon . 

Sweet  Evalina,  the  girl  I  adore  - 

My  sweet  Evalina,  my  Cow  Cunted  Whore. 
******* 


SAGA  OF  THE'.  SLEDE 


EARLY  ABORTS 

n'Tuno  -  LIcITainarra’s  Band) 


THE 

(Tune  - 


ay  name  is  Colonel  _ _ _ 

the 'lender  of  the  Group, 
gather  'round  you  pilots 
i'll  give  you  nil  the  poop, 
.wonder  where  the  Luftwaffe  is 
rr.ll  about  tire  flr.k 


in  the  lust  one  to  take  off 
Bad  the  first  one  to  got  back. 

HHCRUS 


Early  aborts,  avoid  the  rush 
Early  aborts,  avoid  the  rush 


Oh,  mv  sister's  nano  is  llinnio 
And  she  plots  the  Yankee .  flights 
She  monitors  their  radios 
In  daytime  and  at  night 
She's  listened  to  their  corny  quips 
Until  she  is  nearly  deaf 
She's  even  been  propositioned 
Over  Yankee  V.1I.F. 

CHORUS 

Oh  m y  name  is  "Two-drawer"  lierrill 
And  I'm  just  a  paddle-foot 
then  the  17s  are  up  I  think  the  idea's 
goot 

Oh  the  guns  begin  to  blaze  away 
And  the  flak  begins  to  pound 
But  it  doesn't  bdtlicr  me  at  all 
For  I  an  on  tiro  ground. 

CHORUS 

Oh  ny  name,  is  Doc  Lc  Car thy 
And  they  call  mo"  "L'ac  the  Qua.oky 
Till  give  you  your  shot  of  whisney 
henover  you  got  'back* 

"A  vou  should  get  clip  from  a  toilet 
Or  s;  pi.ilas  from  glass 
i'll  take  some  pcnticillin 
A, ad  shove  it  up  ‘your  ass, 

CHORUS 


he  were  going  on  a  mission 
und  the  Swede  was  on  my  right 
hen  the  leader  made  a  steep  turn. to  tne 

left.. 

Oh  the  Swede  he  racked  it  over 
And  he  held  it  in  there  tight 
But  he  couldn’t  hold  it  there  despite  n.. 
heft . 

Oh,  the  Jerries  they  did  bounce  him 
As  he  fell  off  in  a  skid. 

So  I  cut  back  my  U  throddles 
To  go  back  and  help  the  kid. 

It  was  too  late  when  I  get  tic  re 
He  ''-'as  going  down  in  flame. 

And  it 1 s  lucky  the  t  '  I  didn 1 1  get  the 
same . 

Oh  the  Jerries  they  did  bounce  him 
And  I  say  this  heartfully 
If  you  will  fly  your  missions 
Y*u  must  cut  across  your  knee, 

Nov;  you  all  have  heard  my  story 
It's  the  saga  of  the  Swede 
And  you'll  never  make  a  steep  turn 
glen  you're  flying  in  the  lead. 


I  COUIDL'T  SI. 

(Tune  -  same 


'LAST  RITE 


mtle) 


I  couldn't  sleep  a  wink  last  nite 

I  was  in  an  .awful  plight 

A  newly  married  couple 

with  love  in  bloom 

Here  occupying  the  next  hotel  room, 

T  didn't  have  my  favorite  dream 

For  they  were  on  their  favorite  theme. 

I  had  to  call  them  up  this  morning 
To  see  if  everything  was  still  all  rxg. 
Yes  I  had  to  call  them  up  this  mornin; 
For*  they  didn't  sleep  a  wank  last  nite, 


DISC;  SAEV  D  „ 

(Tunc  - 

j.isc  speed,  erratic  disc  speed. 

Or  is  your  'trail  arm  troubling  you 
Hubble"  trouble , roller  slippage 
Cable  too  long 

hath  compensating  pre-set  cross  tran 
You  c  r,n 1 1  <_p  v/xOng,  ^ 

j'isc  speed;,  crrrtnc  ciisc  spec^ 

Or  is  your  trr.il  arm  troubling  you? 
,.sk  your  instructor  - 
jt's  better  on  the  other  .sight . . . . . 
. . .Dry  run 1 1 1 1 1 

Ya  */’C  ~a  "i~ 

,;oeem  if  thi:  service 

'Tune  - 


ill  BLUB  KEATON 
(Tune  -  same  as  title) 

.hen  evening  is  nigh 
:.nd  passion  grows  high 
I  hurry  to  ny  blue  heaven. 

A  little  red  light 

I  turn  to  the  right 

And  climb  up  to  my  blue  heaven. 

I  see  a  smiling  face 

On  a  pillow  case 

A  form  divine- 

1'11  gladly  pay  the  pric 

For  the.  paradise 

I  know'll  be  mine. 

Just  Lolly  and  me 

There'll  never  be  three 

’  rr- '  re  careful  in  ny  blue  herven 


in  the  services  .there  are 
•ho  will'  do  ndst"  anytoiHg 


naughty  women 
if  you  :v.ve  a 


shilling, 
'Laves  are  half 
Guinea, 

Gig  fat  VIREN  - 
TS  a  penny. 


a  crown, LACs  ro  huif  ' 
t\ro  wound  ter. 


STEVE  O’DOHHEL’S  WAKE 


Steve  0TDonnell  was  an  Irishman  ’most  everybody  knew 
He  was  loved  by  all  his  friends,  both  rich  and  poor 

And  of  course  they  all  felt  sorry  when  they  heard  that  Steve  was. dead 
And  they  saw  that  bit  of  orepe  upon  the  door 

IJoW  Undertaker  Feeney  had  the  job  to  lay  him  out 
He  bought  a  casket  of  the  finest  make 

He  dressed  the  corpse  in  Broadcloth  and  said,  "Boys  T  have  no  doubt 
That  youfll  all  remember  Steve  0f Donnell’s  wake." 

***************  ********** 

CHORUS 


For  there  were  fighters  and  biters  and  Irish  dynamiters 
There  was  beer  and  lots  of  whiskey  wine  and  cake 
There  were  men  of  high  positions,  lots  of  Irish  politicians 
And  they  all  Pgot  drunk  at  Steve  O’Donnell’s  v/ake.' 

********************;<*** 


How  the  barber  came  -no  shave  that  Galway  slugger  from  his  throat 
ibid  comb  his  hair  up  a  la  pompadour 

He  had  a  red  necktie  and  a  buttonhole  bouquo-t  was  in  his  coat 
And  a  bunch  of  shamrocks  in  his  hand  he  wore. 

There  were  fourteen  candles  at  his  head  and  thirteen  by  his  side' 
And  lots  of  flowers  sent  for  friendship’s  sake. 

"Oh  Steve  me  bye  why  did  you  die  ?”  the  weeping  widow  cried 
Shure  we  all  felt  ban  at  Steve  O’Donnell’s  wake. 


CHORUS 


Nov/  Mike  McGovern  said  he  though  O’Donnell  -was  a  stew 
Of  course  he  only  meant  it  for  a  joke 
But  paddy  Mack  got  up  his  back  and  at  McGovern  flew 
And  he  hit  him  in  the  eye  an  awful  poke 

All  hands  started  fightin’  then,  for  everyone  was  man 
And  blod  enough  was  spilled  to  form  a  lake 

They  knocked  the  casket  on  the  floor  and  blew  out  all  the  lights 
There  was  murder  down  at  Steve  0»Donnellfs  wake 

CHORUS 

t  he  police  came  in  to  stop  th.e  row  and  to  make  them  understand 
Tne  corpse  was  picked  up  by  his  brother  Dan 

But  someone  stole  the  nectie  that  was  ’round  O'Donnell"’ s  throat 
ibid  He 'Govern  said  O’Rielly  was  the  man. 

O’Rielly’s  friends  got  crazy  mad,  they  swore  they’d  have  his  life 
McGovern  saw  he’d  made  a  great  mistake 

But  they  fought  and  kicked  and  rolled  around  until  the  cops  came  back 
And  arrested  all  at  Steve  O’Donnell’s  wake. 

CHORUS 


A — 


■MEN. 


CATS  OH  THE  ROOF  TOPS 

l (Tune  -  John  Pool 

pn  you  get  up  in  the  morning" 

Lng  full  of wserunl;  joy 
j[,.you  wife's  in  a  family  way 
I ‘your  daughter's  feeling  coy., 

, st  rift  it  up  the  arsehole 

_  frur  eldest  boy 

.  revel  in  the  joys.  of  fornication, 

:  '  AUS 

Oats  on  the  roof  tops, cats  on  the  tiles 
f-'.ts  with  syphilis*,  cats  with  piles 


LITTLE  BAIL  CF  YARN 


(Tune  - 


It  was  in  the  merry  month  of  may 
when  the  jacks  begin  to  bray 
And  the  jennies  wipe  their  fannies  on 
•the  barn. 

That  I  met  a  maiden  fair 
And  I  asked  her  if  she  dare. 

Let  me  wind  up  her  little  ball  of  yarn. 

She  said, "But,  you're  a  stranger 
And  you  don't  know  the  danger 


Ui-WO  iM-LUi..  oj  j  idliU  jua  UUii  U 

Little  brown  arseholes  wreathed  in  smiles  And  you  might  do  me  some  great 
as  you  revel  in  the  joys  of  fornication.  But  for  a  five  dollar  bill 

r  r  .  i_  -I  4“  Vi  r--.  U  n  1  1 


at  harm. 


The  donkey  is  a  very  funny  bloke 
He  very  seldom  gets  his  poke 

But.  when  he  does - -he  lets  it  soak 

As  he  revels  in  the  joys  of  fornication. 

CHORUS - 


Uc  c an  go  behind  the  hill 
You  can  wind  up  my  little  ball  of  yarn. 


Nine  months  have  passed  by 
In  my  little  room  1  sit 
Thinking  I  had  done  her  no  great  ham, 
•Then  an  Officer  dressed  in  blue 
"Hippopotami,  so  it  seems  very  seldom  have  Said,  "But  I  have  come  for  you 

wet  dreams.  As.  the  father  of  that  little  ball  of  ya 

But  when  they  do - it  comes  in  streams 

And  they  revel  in  the  joys  of  fornication.  In  my  lonely  cell  I  sit 

C  1 01;  US -  ifith  my  shirt  tail  dipped  in  shit 

And  the  maggots  play  billiards  with  ay 
Dogs  on  the  beaches, dogs  on  the  rocks,  balls. 

Dogs  with*  syphilis,  dogs  Vfith  pox,  uid  the  people  as  t-ney  pass 

Dogs  with  great  big  festering  cocks  They  shove  peanuts  up  my  ass 

And  they  revel  in  the  joys  of  fornication.  r>s  the  xat’v..r  of  that  little  ball  of  vr 

CHORUS  ------  ""  u 

There  was  a  Captain,  a.  shagger  of  renown,  HE 'RE  GOING  0:'  A  11133 ION 

He  shagged  all  over  London  town,  (Tune  -  Lili  Lnrlenc) 

But  then  it  finally  got  him  down 

But  he'd  reveled  in  the  joys  of  fornication.  Yfe're  going  on  a  mission 

..  ... _  -  r  1 _ _  I  1  1  »  “1  "1  V\/-1  *•,  r*  I 


CHORUS  - 


TIiL  Li.rD  i-LAYED  ON 
(Tune  -  The  band  Played  on) 

Casey  got  hit  with  a  bucket  of  shit 
mid  the  band  played  on. 
he  waltzed  'cross  the  floor  with  the 
dirty  old  whore 
mid  the  band  played  on. 

;ris  bolls  were  so  loaded 

They  nearly  exploded 

The  old;  girl  just  shook  with  delight. 

He  married  the  whore  with  the  IS  inch 
bore- 

,.nd  the  bond  played  on. 

HE'S  SUCH  A  NICE  BOY 
(Tunc  - 

He's  such  r.  nice  boy,  he  wears  r  watch  on 
his- wrist. 

lie's  such  a  nice  boy  and  he' s  never  been 

kissed. 

..hen  he  saw  Rudolph  Valentino  in  "flood 
and  Send" 

he  stood  up  and  shouted,  ".Christ  J  ’./hat  a 
man." 

He's  such  a  nice  boy  with:  his  pretty  red 

tie, 

And  his  hair  has  a  vaseline  shine. 

He's  never  been  a  sailor  and  lie's  novel.' 
been  to  sea.  —  how  he  anows  so  many 
sailors  is  a  mystery  to  me. 

A  o' 3  such  a  nice  boy,he's  such  a  nice  coy. 
r,lx.nk  God  he's  no  relation  of  mind 


He  know  we'll  all  be  back 
:o  don't  mind  the  fighters 
And  life  don't  mind  the  flak, 
or  we're  the  100th  Bomb  Group 
Tried  and  true 

pc ' re  going  up  into  the  blue 
fe'rc  going  on  a  mission, 

..lid  we  lenow  Tie'll  all  ba  back.. 

He 're  going  on  a  mission 
According  to  3-2 
He  tolls  the  pilots 
That  they're  going  to  do 
For  we're  the  100th  Bomb  Group 
Tried  and  true 
o '  r.  going  up  into  the  blue 
t fe'rc  going  on  a  mission 
According  to  S-2, 

A/e 're  scheduled  for  a.  mission 
But  Tie'll  probably  hit  the  sack 
he  don't  mind  the  fighters 
*. aid  vie  don't  mind  the  flak. 

For  we're  the  100th  Bomb  Group 
Tried  and  true 

He  seldom  get  into  the  blue. 

He 're  scheduled  for  a  mission 
But  Tie'll  probably  hit  the  sack. 


(Tune 

OhJ  The  birds  they  sing 
•'if  a  3ritish  King 
Of  many  a  year  ago. 

He  was  a  mighty  monarch 

Thtugh  his  mind  was  week  and  l#w,  -• 

He  loved  to  change  the  bounding  stag 
That  roamed  the  Ro$al  wrtd 
But  best  of  all  to  hunt  the  cunt 
And  to  punch  the  Royal  pud. 

His  only  undergarment  was  a  dirty  under¬ 
shirt 

Hirith  which  he  tried  to  hide  the  hide 
But  he  couldn’t  hide  the  dirt# 

He  was  dirty  and  lousy  and  full  of  flees 
His  terrible  teol]  hung  down  to  his  knees# 
He  was  the  Bastard  King  of ■  England 

Now  Queen  Hortenso  was  a  springhtly  wench 
And  a  sprightly  wanch  ms  she, 

But  she^  loved  to  fool  with  a  majesty’s 
.  tool  so  far  across  the  sea. 

So  she  sent  a  special  message 
By  a  special  messenger  inviting  the  King 
of  France 

To  come  and  spend  the  night  with  her. 

(  T  une  -R  a  dwing ) 

When  news  of  this  f ouid  deed  did  reach 
fair  England’s  shore 
The  king,  he  swore  by  the  shirt  he  wore 
H G  would  have  that  Frenchman’s  balls# 

(Tune -original) 

So  he  offered  half  a  kingdom 
And  a  crack  at  Queen  Hortense 
To  any  royal  son  of  a  bitch 
Who’d  nut  the  King  of  Rrance# 

^hen  he  sent  the  Duke  of  Zippity-Zap 
To  give  the  Queen  a  dose  of  .clay. 

Just  for  spite,  that  Bastard  King  ff 
England 

The  Duke  of  Suffolk  jumped  on  his  hfrso 
And  r*de  away  to  France 
H0  said  he  was  a  fluter 
So  the  king  took  down  his  pants 
He  tied  a  thing  around  his  dfng 
He  strode  his  horse  and  galloped 
along, 

Baok  to  the  Bastard  King  of  England# 

The  King  threw  up  his  breakfast 
And  he  wallowed  on  the  floor 
For  during  the  ride,  that  Fr  one  liman’s 
pride 

Had  streched  a  yard  or  more# 

When  the  King  of  England  had  spied  his  toy 1 

He  shouted  to  his  court 

She  must  prefer  my  rival 

Because  my  dong  is  short 

When  Britain’s  Ladles  heard  of  this. 

They  came  from  miles  around 
They  all  took' down  their  pants  and  oaid 
"To  hell  with  England’s  crown*” 

S*  Phillip  of'  usurped  the  thr.nfi 
His  sceptre  is  his  mighty  dong 
Wi  th  which  he  r tile 2  the  Bastard  King  of 
England 

- — Rudvard  Kipling. 


x  IT  NOT  IN  THE  NODE  FOR  U 

(Tune  I'm  in  the  Mo.d  far  L0ve 

I'M  not  in  the  nude  fer  love  i 

Living  is  n#t  s#  funny  f 

I'm  fleshing  this  thing  f.f  m.ney 
S  #  •'  I'm  not  in  the  nude  f#f  love  • 
Nightly  I  entertain*  - 

Dozens  of  half-wit  faces  ^ 

The  boy's  feel  like  going  places 
But  I'm  not  in  the  Nude  f.f  lov 

Though  my  figures  a  trifle  thinisE 
My  face  a  J"  ifle  rough 
Yet  when  my  number's  finished 
Mr,  Otis  regrets  that  he's  not  seen 
enuf . 

Of  the  lady  without  her  fan 
My  only  claim  is. knowledge 
For  I'm  sending  my  son  '.’through 
college 

So  I'M  nut  in  the  nude  for  love 

THE  ISLE  OF  CAPRI 
(Tune  -  The  Isle  #f  Capri 

' Twas  on  the  Isle  of  Capri  that  I 
Met  her 

Tnking  a  snooze  'neath  the  old  trango 
Tree, 

Oh,  I  can  still  see  the  flies  buzzi.g 
'round  her 

As  she  slept  on  the  Isle  of  Capri. 

I  said,  "Lady  I'm  not  a  r.ver 
Working  my  way  thr.ugh  college,  I  am, 
'W#n,'tyou  take  a  little  subscription? 
Well,  she  lifted  her  head  and  said 
"SCRAM" 

I  said.  Lady  please  don't  deny  mei 
Please  do  as  you  are  bid." 

Sfce  said,  "Brother,  try  and  make  mei 
Well,  I  *mt  only  tried  bjit  I  did. 

On  the  morning  I  left  for  Mamorka. 
Leaving  with  her  just  a  memory  of  me 
Now  that  memory  can  read  the  New 
Yorker 

That  I  sold  on  the  Isle  #f  Capri. 

A  DISIAL  LIFE 
(Tune  - 

My  home  presents  a  dismal  picture 
Sad  and  gloomy  as  a  tomb 
Father  suffered  from  a  stricture 
Mother  has  a  fallen  womb 

Brother  Bill  has  been  deported 
For  a  cruel  sadistric  crime. 

And  the  maid  has  been  aborted 
For  the  .forty-second  time 

Sister  Sue  has  painful  menstruations 
N0  on©  laughs  and  no  one  smiles 
And  mine  is  a  dismal  occupation 
Cracking  ice  (clink-clink-clink(  for 
grandpa ' s  pi le  s . 


(Tune 

Don't  send  my  boy  to  Berlin 
The  dying  mother  said 
Don't' send  my  boy  to  Berlin 
I'd  rather  see  him  dead 
F.r ' when  the  flak  starts  poppinl 
With  fighters  all  around-Dond  send 
my  boy  to  Berlin 
Just  keep  him  on  the  ground. 


THE  HIT  SO  MGS 
OF  TIE  "CENTURY" 


His  is  c.  RESTRICTED  OF  THE  "CENTURY" 

iblication  -  Pluaser 

nol'lcafa  it  about  Compiled  and  passed  by 

tolcssiy  bn  tops .©f 

„oous  bars, pianos,.  ."THE  BOARD.  OF  BAR  E00; ..  BARITONES". 

R  i  owe ver, when  tile  "TAPPA  ijALFA  KEG  FRj  TERiIITY  1 

and  place  is  -"ROYAL  CRDSE  OF  THRODDIE  EE.DERS" 

I— sing*these  '"AEAI/lhEATED  TOGGILERS  Ltd." 

Ri  all  your  "SOCIETY  OF  HIGH  nLTITUDE  .  BOOIEm  PEES" 

,i jilt ,  "MIGHTY.  MICKEY  :1£N  OF  AMERICA" 

"T.A.  JUNIOR  .GLEE  CLUE" 

"PRATING  PADDIEFOOT  PROVISIONAL  SOCIETY" 


ETO 

larch  1945 


‘  and  place  is 
*  -  »  || 

jt-sing  ’these 
Mi  all.  your 

ng.it . 


ithout  any  further  adieu  -  The  Battle  Kynns  of  the  Hundredth, 


NELLIE  DARLING 

(Tune  —  Ah, Sweet  Mystery  of  Life) 


HUMORESQUE 

(From  the  tune  of  the  seme  name) 


°h  your  ass  is  like  a  stove-pipe  P^f lushin^toiletf  whil^  the  train 

Nellie  darling,  rrom  a  Q+o+ion  I  love  you. 

And  the  nipples  on  your  tits  are  turning  is  ' 

TheS'r;  yard  of 'lint  that* 8  hanging  While  the  train  is  ^^Station  ^ 

from  your  navel,  j  ■  u- 

You  are  the  f  ilthiest  bitch  that  I  hove  ^  -npase  eaU-  the-porl 


ever  seen* 

There 1  s.  an  odor  of  blue  ointment  1  rounc. 


your  pussy, 


VTiile  the  train  is  moving,  so  c<.n  jou. 

If  you  must  WhteT,  'pl^e  ef.&  thc-porter 

And  he  will  place  a  vessel  m  the 
vestibule 


then  you  pies,  you  piss  ..  stream  «.  ndinf  undcrn0Rth 

green  as  grass.  •  sVi'  htch  it  in  the  face  and  teeth 

There's  enough  wax  in  your  ears  to  make  ..'ill  cm.  2.x,  x  of 


There1  s  enough  wax  in  your  ears  to  maK 
a  Cchdie  - 

•So  Ni&adly  make  ono,deur, 
hind  snuVe  it  up  your  ass, 

"  »Xr  ->h  #  >'r  *  -X-  * 

IRISIIIN'S  SUNTY 
(Tune  -  Irish  washerwoman) 

Oh,  I'd  like  to  live  in  an' Irishman' s 

shanty  . 

where  water  is  scarce,  ?  nd  liquor  is 

plenty 

A.  three-legged  stool:  and  a  table  to 
match 

And’  a'whor%  in  the  corner  with  hair 
on  her  snatch. 


■  'ill  caeca  ah  -  .  „ 

The  running  water  makes  me  tniru,  of  y  ■  . 

rje  like  to  go  out  after  dark 
and  goose -the  statues  in  the  dark 
If  Sherman's  horse  can  tame  it, 

So  can* you,  .  , . 

Chofus  girls  and  dancing  l~die^_ 

Must  take  douches  or  nave  babies 
How  do  you  like  the  way  I  part  ray  a.-n 

Tittle  birds  that  fly  the  ocean 
4en  their  bowels  recieve  the  notion 
Drop  their  little  droplets  in  tnesea^ 
That  is  Hbw  they  formed^  Greys  Britain 
It  was  by  the  seagull  shit tin’ 

,,nd  the  evidence  is  here  for  c£L 


HOI?  TIL  RONEY  ROLLS  II 
(Tune  -  Ry  Bonnie  Ides  over  the  Ocean.) 

Hy  mother  ma.kes  snow  for  the  snowoirds 
Ry  father  makes  synthetic  gin 
ly  sister  'sells,  love  for  a  living 
ij  god,-  hbw.thc  'money,  rolls  in. 

CHORUS 

Rolls  in,  rolls  in 
Ny  God.,  how  the  money  rolls  in 
’  Rolls  in,  rolls  in 
rv  god,  how  the  money  rolls  in. 

■  -r  uncle f S'  r.  poor  missionary. 

He  saves  little-  girlies  'from  Sin, 

He’ll  save  you  a  blond  i or  five  doll  rs- 
I.y  God,  hav:  the  money  rolls  in. 

CHORUS -  ^ 

ji ve  tried  out  that  snow  for  tne  snou 

birds,  ,  .  . 

T i vo  tried  out  that  'syntactic  Lj-n 
jive  tried  out  that  love  for  a  dollar, 

,  y  (>od?  ’  wHat  •  a  shape  I  am  in, - 
CHORUS  -  -  ’ - - 


/IKY  PILOTS 

(Tune  -ghe’ll  be  cornin’  Round  the  Mt. 

Oh,  there  arc  no  Army  pilot's  dowh'in  hell,. 
There  a.rc  no  .Army  pilots  down  in  hell  — 
The  olace  is  full  of  oucers 
Navigators,  Bombardiers 

But  there  arc  no  army  pilots  down  in  nell- 
SWEET  MARIE 

(Tune  -  She’ll  be  cornin’  Round  the 

Mt. ) 

There's  a  skeeter  on  my  peter,  sweet  Lari 
There’s  another  on  my  brother, carit  you  sc 
.  There's  a> -dozen  on  my  cousin*  - 
Can't  you  hear  the  bastards  buzzin' 
There's  a  slcector  on  my  .peter, sweet  Marie 


O'REIIJJf'S  BAR 


IjOITDOIT  TO’ili 
(Tunc  -  Red  ..'in,:  ) 

'There  once  ms  an  English  maid 
Who  sr.id  she  wasn't  afraid  to  show  her 
shank  to  some  Tank 
For  the  dough  he  paid. 

For  £  little  jack,  she'd  gladly  share 
her  shack  and  give  him  a  treat 
That  can't  be  beat  and  after  tha.t  a 
snack. 

Da,  the  moon  shines  tonight  on  Picadilly 
There's  no  red  lights  -  but  nr. ids  all 
frilly 

as  you  wall:  around,  you  feel  so  silly 
You  can't  escc.pe  their  naughty  charms. 

On  Trafalgar  Square,  you'll  also  find 
thorn  there  - 

They'll,  bo  on  benches,  buxom  wenches 
With  peroxide  hair 

Lord  l  k.  Is  on  is  there  too  but  doesn’t 
know  what  to  do 

..s'  ho 1  s  in  stone  and  up  there  alone 
End  cannot  follow  through l 
Oh,  there's  no  moon  tonight  in 
Trafalgar  - 

The  girls  will  haunt  you  and  some  will 
taunt  you. 

Stone  lions  sit  there,  they  are  asleep, 
hut  11  she-wolvcs!:  creep  all  thru  the  nitc. 

Over  in  Hyde  park,  as  soon  as  it  gets 
dark,  the  cuddlin'  pairs 
..jcave  their  chairs  on  little  lark. 

If  a  Bobby  should, by  chance,  discover 
this  romance- 

Give  the  devil  his  due  and  carry  thru. 
Say  you're  teaching  her  to  dance i 
Oh,  there ' s  no  moon  tonite  in  Hyde  Park 
among  the  trees  you'll  see  some  knees 
On  the  grass  they're  sure  to  leave  their 
mark  - 

in  Hyde  Park,  In  LOUDON  T'OUUi 

FUI-P.IY  i'.-TIB  SOi’Gr 

(Tune  -  Liairzy  boats) 

Daisy  E.ao  laid  in  the  hay 
,nd  L'il  .bner  jabbed  her-. 

I  woulda  jabbed  ''or  too, 

Wouldn't  you? 

Dale  showed  Flash 
Her  little  ga.sh 

and  Flash  he  really  slashed,  'or, 
v  woulda  slashed  'er  too. 

Wouldn't  you? 

Oh,  it's  nothing  now  for  boys  and  girls 
to  screw.  It  happens  nitc  and  day. 
But  the  people  in  the  papers 
They  cut  their  little  capers 
But  you  never  see  then  ley, 

Tillio  the  Toiler 

She  wheezed  like  a  boiler 

When  Littlo  Mac  he  cracked  1 er, 

I  woulda  cracked  ' er  too, 

Wouldn't  you? 


(Tune  - 

Seated  one  nitc  in  O'Reilly’s  Bar 
listening'  to  tales  of  blood  and  slaugh; 
Came  the  thought  into  my  mind. 

Why  not  shag  9 'Reilly's  daughter,. 
CHCRUS 

Tiddledy  -  cye-c  orTiddIcdy  -  eye  - 
Tiddledy  -  cye-eo  for  the  one  ball  : 

Big  -  a-jig,  jig,  jig.  Balls  and.  all 
Rub-a-dub, dub, shag  on. 

I  grabbed  that  she  bitch  by  the  tit 
Then  I  throw  my  left  leg  over 
3hafgQd..arid  shagged  and  shagged  some. 
Shagcd  unti 1  the  fun  was  over 
CHORUS  - 


There  came  a  knock  upon  the  door 
i/ho  should  it  be  but  her  Goddam  father, 
Two  horse  pistols  in  his  hands 
Looking  for  the  man  who  shagged  his 
daughter , 

CHORUS  i - - - 


I  grabbed  that  bastard  bj'  the  cock 
Shoved  his  head  in  a  pail  of  water. 
Jammed  those  pistols  up  his  c.ss 
A  damned  sight  farther  than  I  shagged 
his  daughter . 

CHORUS  -  - 


Now,  when  I  go  walking  down  the  street 
people  yell  from  every  cornor 
.There  goes  that  Goddam  Son  of  a  Bitch 
The  guy  that  shagged  O'Reilly’s 
daughter. 

CHORUS - ^  -  - . 


THE  FLIER  OF  (SEAT  RENOWN 
(Tune  -  3arniclb  Bill  The  Sailor) 
There  was  a  flier  of  great  renown. 
There  was  a  flier  of  great  renown* 
There  was  a  flier  of  great  renown, 
And.  ,«.««.«•. .then, ,,*««.,« ,he , , , , 
Whomped  a  babe  from  out  of  town 
Whomped  a  babe  from  out  of  town, 
Ha,ha,ha,  Ho, ho, ho,  SOLE  SHIT! 

He  laid  her  on  the  dewey  grass. 

He  laid  her  on  the  dewey  grass. 

He  laid  her  on  the  dewey  grass. 
And, .then. ,,,»•»*• *he , ... 

Shoved  his  penis  up  her  ass 
Shoved  his  penis  up  her  ass. 

Ha, ha, ha,  Ho, ho, ho,  SOLE  SHITS 

He  laid  her  on  a  downy  bod, 

Me  laid  her  on  a  downy  bed. 

He  laid  her  on  a  downy  bed. 

And  .......... .then, . . . .he. ,  • , 

Busted  up  her  maiden  head 
Busted,  up  hex'  maiden  head., 
Ha,ha^ha,  Ho, ho, ho,  SOME  SHITS 

He  took  her  to  the  buria.l  ground 
He  took  her  to  the  burial  ground 
He  took  her  to  the  burial  ground 
T.nd,  .....•••«»  .then, ....... .ne, . . . 

Thought  he'd  go  another  round 
Thought  he’d  go  another  round 
Ha., ha, ha.  Ho, ho, ho,  SC'aC  SHIT! 


CASEY  JO 


|  (Tune  -  Casey  Jones) 


■y&Mrall  you  airmen  if  you  went  to  hear  Fi 
Hrjjjiwry  of  a.  brave  a.viateer  Sc 

■f^iconee  *was  the  pilot 1  s  name 

'_r  4  engine, boys,  he  won  his  fame* 

woke  Casey”  it  was  ■black  as  sin,  T1 
l^utions  told  Casey  that  the  target's 

-v.  •  n r. 

Berlin. 

i.sey  could  tell  by  the  lines  -bn  the  map  Cl 
hat  this  was  to  be  his  final  lap  Ci 

HOCUS  ,C 

c.sey  Jones,  Lines  on  the  map  i 

c.sey  Jones,  his  final  lap 

T.sey  Jones,  lines  on  tne  imp 

'es,  this  was  to  be  his  final  lap.  ? 

'a;jor  bowmaji  said,  "Boys,  there*  11  be  some  T 

flak1.'  .  ' 

Jasey  could  tell  that  he  wouldn't  be  oack.  1 
e  turned  to  his  crew,tnis  is  w. lat  ne  s«..id, 

•he' re  goin*  to  make  Berlin  but  we'll  all  T 
be  deadV 

jasey  walked  into  the  drying  room 
(e  'nol3-ered  for  his  clothing  wit"  an 
awful  boom. 

fhe  sergeant  knew  by  the  bustard's  groc-.ns 
:hat  the  men  at  the  counter  was  Casey  Jones.  , 

CHORUS  "a  , 

jasey  Jones,  the  man  at  tne  counter 

jasey  Jones,  by  ..is  moans  and  groans. 

Casey  Jones,  the  man  a.t  tne  counter 

yes  the  man  at  the  counter  was  Casey  .ones. 

Casev  took  off  and  all  --e  -Left  w<..s  mm.ee 
He  said, 11  I've  got  a  present  for  the 
Herrenvolk, 

I’hev  may  get  me  but  I'm  here  to  texi 
There' ll  be  a.  lot  of  Lazis  dovni  with  me 

in  Kell-."  _  ,  ^ 

Thev  formed  uo  over  Buncuer  xb.  ^ 

Casey  cp.uld  tell  they  were  gonna  be  la.e 
■it  ca.lX.eu  up  tire  leader  over  v  n  F 
Caid,i;  le'd  better  hurry  up  or  we'll  c.~L  be 
left." 

■n  t  f  ,  ■  ;  *J2 

Jasey  Jones,  we'd  bevoer  nurry  up 
;~sev  Jones,  or  we'l.'.  all  be  left 
Casey  Jones,  we'd  better  liurrj'  up 
res/ we'd  better  hurry  up  or  we'.J.  all 
b©  Ibi t « 

iow  Case,  was  f lyin'  bn  the  dik-mond  that 

:Ie  said/';'Fou  u:o  Luftwaffe  I'll  oe  easy 

prev5 

■  There's  gonna  be  a.  decoration  cornin'  to  me 
out  it'll  be  the  Purple  Heart,  posthumously, 
he  took  a  burst  of  flak  between  3  end  X 
He  yelled,  "fhr.t.'s  all  brotner,  tne  re  •in* 
any  more  l 11 

:io  relied  her  over,  went  moo  a  span 
They  couldn't  bail  out  so  xney  rede  ..o, 

CHORUS  .  ,  , .. 

Casey  Jones,  couldn't  oai...  om> 

Casey  Jones,  they  rode  ner 
Casey  Jones,  cou.ldn '  t  b; . il  ou -  < 

Ho,  they,  couldn't  bail  out.  so  one?  ,.oue 

her  in, 

('Continued  next  eolum; 


CASEY  JOHIJS  (Continued) 

Fireball  Lea.de r  called  to  Yellow  Low 
Said, "See  that  awful  sight  down  there 
beloTi?" 

Yellow  said,  :,I'  11  betcha  half  a  crown 
That  he  landed  on  the  gunner  that 
shot  him  down." 

CHORt©: 

Ctscy" Jones,  he  landed  on  one  gunner  ^ 
Casey* JxthSS,  that  shot:. hii::  dmira.r.e 


Cescy"  Jones,  he  landed  on  one  gunntu  _ 
Casey- that  shothhii::  dmunue 
Crsdyj'J'oftbs,  he  landed  on  tire  gunner  _ 
Yos>  heulEhded- bn  the.  gunner  that  whot 
ohim  down  l 

The  rfeoy&.'wecG.  ‘oadrthat  evening  in  the 

club .  ,  , 

They  seemed  to  think  that  someone  naa 

'  flubbed  their  dub. 

The  Colonel  said,  "There' 11  be  no  more 

of  this,  ... 

There's  another  crew  waitin'  ox  '.ne 
Station  in  Diss , " 

HE  KISSED  THE  TARGET 
('Tune  -  Stars  and  Stripes  Forever} 

'Jc-  started  wo  go  on  a  mission 
•And  they  said  that  it  would  be  visual, 
But  the  cloud  cover  was  ten-tenths 
So  we  Had  to  use  our  Rickey  sets. 

Now  you  may  think  that  we  missed  the 
target , 

well,  HE  DID  1 1 1  U  1  ’• 


7AJJ.EY  OF  THE  RUHR 

(fune- 

Le  took  a  tour, tour, tour 
Christ,  we  took  a.  a  our 
To  the  Ruhr,  to  the  Ruhr. 

He  took  a.  tour, tour, tour, 

Christ, we  took  a.  tour 
To  the  valley  of  the  Ruhr. 

CHORUS 

-:.y  eyes  are  dim,  I  cunnou  see  _ 

The  searchlights  they  are  blinding 
The  search  -  lights  they  are  binding 
me. 

XT  -  vfe  saw  some  flax. 

HI  -  We  got  whomped. 
ry_  ye  feathered  one. 
y-  vfo  were  low. 

VI— lre  feathered  four. 

VII—  'j(j  hit  the  deck. 

VIII—  He  set  her  down . 

TX— To  stalag  Luft,  Luft, 

To  Stc.lag  I:Uft  we  go  ^  ^  _ 

vrom  the  uuiir , '  from  tne  Rum  . 

jtalag  Luft, Luft 

To  ,'ta.lag  Luft  %/e  go  f 
From  the  valley  of  the  i/unr, 

•  \r  eves  are  dim  ...  cannot  see  ^ 

The  searchlights  they  ere  blindyigm 
The  search  -  lights  they  are  blind¬ 
ing/  me  l  ...  v  ...  ,.c 


HE  GOT  IIIS  ORDERS 
Tune  -  Thu  Wreck  of  the  Old.  97) 

Ho  got  his  orders  from  3rd  j^ir  Division. 
And  they  said  -  you’re  30  minutes  late 
He  was  way  back  in  the  column 
And  ho  know  he’d' get  in  trouble 
Unless  he  increased  his  rate* 

How  the  pilot  was  drunk 
And  the  Navigator  crazy 
As  they  headed  out  to  the  North  Sea  . 

Now  the  clouds  were  built  up 

Prom  the  ground  to  30>000 

But  he  said,  HI*11  make  the  I.P.” 

Now  he  looked  at  the  date,  ’twas  31st  Dec, 
And  he  said,  ”lt’s  New  Years  Eve  - 

If  I  can  get  back  to  Old  T - A-”-**. 

Hover  the  ground  I’ll  leavo.” 

On  ho  started  on  the  bomb  run  making  30 
miles  an  hour 

And  the  flak  was  bursting  in  his  face 
Ho  looked  at  his  co-pilot  whoso  face  had 
quite  a  pallor 

And  the  boys  wore  seeing  daylight  through 
the  waist. 


THIS  IS  THE  BIG  B- 17 
(Tune  -  This  Is  The  Army) 

This  is  the  Big  B-I 
This  is  a  4  engine  machine 
It  has  taken  off  before 
But  it  won’t  fly  a  round  much  auymo 


He  ground  looped  our  17,. 

He  crashed  right  in  to  our  Latrine 
You  have  sat  . on  those  stools  Jjefor 
But  those  hep  py  days  are  gone  forevermor 

MB's  and  Fooke-Wulfs  galoi 
Now  listed.  Green,  to  what  I’v 
,-uid  you  will  want  t 

Ho  took  a  trip  right  into  Franco 
The  poor  bastard  never  had  a  chance 
MBs  knocked  him  into  a  spin 
Now  he’ll  never  see  England  again. 

—  ~ 

Major  Bowman* s  our  3-2  * 

Ho  tfclls  the  pilots  what  to  do 
Ho  said  the  route  would  be  freo  cf  f  1  .H 
Only  one  Plying  Fort  made  it  back. 


the  waist.  The  pilot  asked  where’s  the  I.P, 

The  bombardier  said,” Its  under  me.11 
Mow  he  called  up  tho  xuador  said,  ”  The  re  ’  s  ho  dropped  his  bombs  just,  as  before 


Bandits  in  the  air. 

Is  this  message  of  mine  under  stood?11 
Fireball  Leader  said,  ’’Close  up  the 
formation 

Lot’s  make  the  old  100th  look  good. 11 

There  were  ME  109s  and  Fock^-Wulf  190s 
And  they  hit  them  at  the  R.P, 

Nov/  they  may  not  scare  you 

And  they  may  not  scare  your  brother 

But  thoy  sure  scare  the  hell  out  of  me. 


Now  there’s  no  turnip  patch  anymore. 

This  is  the  famous  Flying  Fort 
I’ve  seen  many  of  them  abort 
They  got  a  sortiu  for  that  before 
But  thuy  won’t  get  a  sortie  anymore. 

Twenty-five  was  the  normal  tour. 
That’s  all  a  pilot  can  endure 
We ’ v.  •  had  it  easy  in  the  E.T.O. 

But  wo  won’t  have  it  easy  anymo. 


So  he  feathered  Number  l,fell  out  of  position 
And  his  turbos  were  a  wreck 

Nov/  ho  called  up  the  Group  said  j  ’’I’m  aborting 
and  I’ve  got  to  hit  the  dock.” 


We  go  down  to  the  critique 
Wo  arc  very  very  meek 
Wo  have  screwed  up  our  missions 
buf ore 

And  we’re  going  to  screw  up  some 
more . 


Then  he  feathered  Number  2  and  he  feathered  more. 

Number  3,  Number  4  the  one  ho  didn’t  lack. 

"Now  listen  here  you  bustards,  don't  g«  aid  This  is  tho  latest  poop  from  group 
steal  my  clothes  If  you  believe  it  you're  a  stoop 

Cause  I'm  sure  I'm  going  to  get  back,"  you  just  follow  the  S.O.P. 

And  England  will  never  be  free. 


Lothes 


Cause  I’m  sure  I’m  going  to  get  back#” 

Now  he  celled  up  Air-Sea  rescue  over  old  ”C” 
Channel 

Said,,TYou’d  better  be  waiting  for  mo  - 
Now  the  air  may  bo  cold  and  the  water  may 
¥©*  salty 

But  I’m  headin’  for  t ho  old  North  Sea.*” 

Sc  he  hit  the  drink  with  his  hand  on  tho 
throttle 

And  liis  mind  was  filled  with  doubt 
Oh,  thoy  floated. in  the  water  for  many  an 
hour  but  they  finally  fished  him  out# 


3c  he  took  his  d^' 

t.n  t  he  CoB 


*  'rum  ’’  and  reported 


I  go  to  the  surgeon  with  a  cold 
I’m  feeling  very  very  bold 
He  says,”l  know  the  vary  cure 
It’s  a  trip  to  the  heart  of  the  Ruhr 

I  go  to  London  on  a  pass 
I  go  there  to  get  my  ass 
Doc  McCarthy  said  ’’Take  a  pro.” 

Now  I  ain’t  got  no  balls  ahymo* 

Promotions  and  modals  thoy  are  few 
If  you’re  on  a  Bomber  crew. 

The  best  place  to  be  is  in  that  old 
chair 

For  flak  cannot  reach  your  bottom 


SALUEL  H..LL 
H  (Tune  - 

i  ny  name  is  Samuel  -Htll 
buel  IIc7.ll  -  Saxrnel  .Rail 
fit?"  name  is  Samuel  Hall 
c#’*  hate  .you  one  and  all 
*0  a  bunch  of  nuckers  all 
!  your  hides. 


Oh  I  ld.12.cd  a.  roan,.  »tis  said 
Ho  'tis.  sr.id  -  so  'tie  said 
Oh  I  killed  a  nan  'tis  said 


Left  him  lying  therG  for  dead 
Tilth  a  bullet  in  his  head 
D  un  hiq,  hide. 


Oh  they  took  no  to  the  quad 
To  the  quad.  -  to  the  quad 
Oh  they  took  g©  to  the  quad 
Tied  me  to  an  iron  rod 
And  they  left  no.  there  ,by  God, 
Dann  their  hides. 


Oh  the  parson  he  did  cone 
he  did  cone  -  he  did  cone. 

Oh  the  parson  he  did  come 
And  he  looked  so  'od-danned  glum. 
When  he  spoke  of  Kingdom  Cone. 
Dcnn  his  hide. 


Oh  ny  poppa  lie  coue  too 
He  cone  too  -  he  cone  too 
Oh  ny  hopper  he  cone  uoo. 

Saying, 11  Sara)  what  did  you  do?" 

I  said, "Pop,  t'hcll  with  you 
Dann  your  hide," 

Oh  the  sheriff  ho  cone  too 
He  cone  too  -  he  cone  too. 

Oh  the  sheriff  he  cone  too 
hith  his  boys  all  dressed  in  blue  - 
They're  a  bunch  of  nuckers  too 
Darn  their  hides. 

So  it's  up  to  the  rope  I  go 
Up  I  go  -  up  1  o , 

Sc  it's  up  the  rope  I  go 
Hath  ny  friends  all  dotvn  belov: 
.laying,  "San  we  told  you  so" 

Damn  their  hides. 

I  s  7i7.h  el  lie  in  the  crowd 
in  the  croud  -  in  the  crowd. 

I  saw  -Nellie  in  the  crowd 
And  she  looked  so  'ocirdamncc.  proud- 
That  I  hollered 'ri^ht  out  loud, 
"Dcnn  your  hide." 

Let  this  be  our  parting  knell 
Parting  knell  -  parting,  knell. 

Let  tl^is  be  our  parting  knell 
Hope  ',s .  i  :  sec  you  all  in  hcDPL 
Hopes'  to  hell  you  sizzle  well 
Darn  your  hide. 


I  USED  TO  WORK  III  CHICAGO 
(Tune  - 


Oh,  I  used  to  work  in  Chicago 
In  a  Depr.rtr.ient  -Store 
I  used  to’  work  in  Chicago  - 
I  did  but  I  don't  anynore. 

lady  care  in’  and  asked  for  e  hatr/>- 
I  asked  her  what  land  she'd  adore 
■>K;T.elt  she  said,  so  f alter  I  did 
X  d£<f  but  I  don '  t  anynore , 
disked  ~:H:'Kxnd 


Socles 

[lose 

Cake 

Layer 

Dog 

Cocker 

Coat 

rJ  TJwlIpCX* 

1  Plane 

Fokker 

Shoes 

Pimps 

Blouse. 

Jacket 

Gloves 

Rubber 

Tool 

Crank 

Beef 

Corned 

Nails 

Spikes 

heat 

V  ,, 

Ram 

V,  \/  •  \/  _\/ 

Dhhulih  PILOT 

.  (Tune  -  Ten  little  Indians; 
1-Oh,  what  do  we  do  with  a  drunken  pilot 
What  do  wo  do  with  a  drunken  pilot 
'lint  do  we  do  with  a  drunken  pilot. 

So  early  in  the  horning? 


2-  Put  him 

3- Hc  will 

4- He  wil3. 

5- 1 1  e  will 

6- T’nat '  o  - 


in  t'.K  nose  of  a.  Fortress  Bomber 
bone  the  blind  and  -oregnart 
bo.  b  th.eir  hones  and  Churches 
bomb  their  Turnip  Patches 
diat  wo  do  with  a  druauen  pilot. 


DON'T  FORCE  IT  IF  IT  D 
(Tune  -  Tra.ditiona.l) 

Don't  .force  it  if  it  do: 


)H'T  FIT 


't  fit 


Get  yourself  a  br  ne  new  size 
Don't  force  it  if  it  don't  fit 


You'll  never  have  to  'pologise. 

H«v  the  rooster,  when  he  saw,  the  egg 


was  ree  - 

'Pent  across  the  street  and  knocked  the 
peacock  dead. 

Don't  force  it  if  it  don't  fit 
Get  yourself  c  brand  new  size. 


Don't  force  it  if  it  don't  fit 
Get  j  ourself  a  brand  new  size 
I^pn't  force  it  if  it  don't  fit 
Yeti'll  never  have  to  'pologise 
How  the  monkey, when  he  saw  how  the  kid 
was  slung 

Went  and  '-nocked  hell  out  of  the 
Ornhgatung.  . 

Don't  force  it  if  it 


;£T  hfOI'IT’SG 


i-r 


c!onlt  fit 
now  size  J 


TEE  HII1S  OF  EST  VIRGINIA 
(Tune  -  traditional) 


In  the  hills  of  West  Virginia 
Lived  a  girl  named  Haney  Brown 
She  was  the  fairest  maiden 
In  country  or  in  town. 

Along  came  the  village  decon 
A-lookin'  for  a.  thrill 
Re  took  our  little  M:ncy 
Away  up  in  the  hills. 

She  came  rollin’  down  the  mountain 
Rollin’  down  the  mountain 
Rollin'  down  the  mountain  mighty  wise 
For  she  didn't  give  the  decon  thr  thrill 
that  he  was  see kin' 

And  remained  as  clear  as  West  Virginia 
skies. 

Along  came  a  western  cowboy, with  his 
Chaps  and  spurs  and  frills. 

Ho  tool:  our  little  Nancy  ’way  up  in  the 
hills , 

She  came  roilin'  down  the  mountain 
Rollin’  down  the  mountain 
Rollin'  down  the  mountain  like  a  lamb 
For  despite  all  his  urgin'  she  remained 
the  village  virgin  - 
And  as  pure  as  West  Virginia  ham, 

..long  came  the  city  slicker 
With  his  hundred  dollar  bills 
He  took  our  little  Nancy  'way  up  in  the 
hills . 

31: t:  stayed  up  in  the  mountain 
Up  in  the  mountain,  up  in  the  mountain 
over  night, 

lie  came  down  next  morning  early 
more  a  woman  than  a  girlie  and  her  Pa 
chased  the  slicker  out  ®f  sight. 

Now  she's  living  in  the  city 
Living  in  the  City,  living  in  the  city 
mighty  swell  - 

For  life's  all  boor  and  skittles 
And  she's  oatin'  fancy" vlttlcs" 

And  the  West  Virginia  Hills  can  go  to  hell. 


FORTRESS  LEAVING  BOLB/Y 

(Tune  -  Bless  Them  All) 

They  say  there's  a  Fortress  just  leaa 
Calais  bound  for  the  Limey  sho^ 

It-'s  heavily  laden  with. petrified, 

„nd  stiffs  who  are  laid  on  the  flqj 
There's  many  a  He  inlee  1  made  many 
I  saw  many  a  :  "esseroclinitt  fall. 

They  shot  off  our  bolics 
Shot  up 'our  hydraulics, but  cheer  up 
lads.  BLESS  'EH  ALL1 
CHORUS 

Bless  'em  all,  bless  'em  all 
The  long  and  the  short  and  the  tall 
Bless  all  the  blondies  and  all  the 
brunettes 

Each  airman  is  happy  to  take  what  he 
gets  so  we're  giving  the  eye  to  th< 

all- 

To  those  who  attract  and  apall 
Each  Sally  and  Susie  you  can't  be  too 
choosy- 

3c  cheer  up  my  lads  -  BLESS  La.  ..LLi 

•pith  six  QDHs  and  seme  bloody  good  lucl 
Vie  made  the  Limey  shore 
The  cloud  was  eleven-tenths  right  on  t? 
deck 

And  tried  bloody  hard  to  be  more. 

They  dug  up  a  windmill  and  six  tiiach- 
roofed.  shacks 

When  they  traced  ue  back  to  landfall. 
There'll  be  no  promotion- 
This  side  of  the  oeoan  -  so  chccr  up  r.g 
lad,  BLESS  'Em  ALL! 

CHORUS  - 

*sr  "  ">c  v  v  n 

IJO  BALLS  AT  -LL 

(Tune  -  . 

When  Lulu  was  married  she  jumped  into 

bed 

Her  checks, they  were  rosy- 

Hcr  lips  v/cre  red 

She  reached  f®r  nis  penis 

His  penis  so  small 

She  reached  for  his  balls 

H <■  And  no  balls  at  all 


Then  along  came  the  depression 
Caught  the  slicker  by  the  pants  - 
He  gave  up  all  his  motorcars  and  gave  up 
little  Nance. 

she  went  back  to  if.N-st  Virginia 
Back  to  West  Virginia, back  to  West  Virginia 
as  of  yore  - 

Roah  the  cowbo?  and  the  deacon  got  the 
thrill  that  they  vrerc  sockin' 

For  our  Nancy's  just  a  West  Virginia  Y*h»ro, 

DOWN  HI  RUHR  V ALLEY 
(Tunc:  -  Birmingham  Jail  ) 

Down  in  Ruhr  Valley,  flying  s*  low 
Sooo  chair-borne  bastard  said  vtc  must  go. 

Flak  loves  big  bombers, fighters  do  too, 

P—51  boys,  whet's  happened  to  you? 

/  rite  me  a  letter,  send  it  bo  me 
Dead  it  in  care  of  St-' lag  Luft  throe , 


chorus  - 

Ho  balls,  no  balls, no  balls  at  all 
She  married  a  man  who  had  no  balls 
at  all. 

Oh  mother,  dour  '  .other,  oh  what  shall 
I  do. 

I've  married  a  man  who  knows  not  how 
to  screY;, 

N:  daughter,  dear  daughter  don't 
worry  your  head  •- 

I  had  the  ''cry  same  trouble  with  your 
Goddamned  dad l 
CHORUS  - 

There  once  warn  a  lady  named  Sylvia 
Fox 

She  had  hair  on  her  belly 
And  cheese  in  her  bos. 

She  married  a  man  named  Patrick  Mcflcul 
Ho  had  a  ver5'  short 'pecker 
and  no  hulls  at  all, 

CHORUS  - 


CATKUSALS1! 


Bp  ancient  days  there-  lived  a  maid 
to  always  did  a  roaring  trade 
BWostitutc  of  ill  repute 
IP  harlot  of  Jcrusalen 

Cathusr.lcu-C  -  thuealmc ,  Ca-thusalem 
'•>  .ii  ■Cathusalom 
.  harlot  of  Jcrusalen, 

phis  maiden's  cunt  vas  round  me!  rod 
for  fort. 7  3 ’cars  it  lu  cl  not  fled 
it  sncllecl  as  though  it  night  fc  dead.,,. 
The  bangholc.  of  Cathusalau. 


Nairty  there  laved  a  bug.  cr  tall 
ho  with  his  tool  could  shift  a  vail 
had  he  had  slept  with  nearly  all 
yho  harlots  ox  Jerusalem, 
ni  .OfeUl-  - 

One  night  returning  fro,  *  .a  spree 

’.hath  custo.-iarp  cock  stood,  he 

arid  balls  that  hunt  be  1cm  his  knee. 


BLOODY  GRE.'tf  '.MILL 
(Tune- 

in  airmen  told  ne  before  he  died 
I  wish  I  lenev  if  tire  bastard  lied 
That  lie  had  a  wife  with  a  cunt  so  vide 
That  she  had  never  been  satisfied. 

So  he  fashioned  a  bloody  great  wheel 
He  fastened  it  to  a  prick  of  steel 
Two  balls  of  brass  he  filled  with,  cream 
And  the  whole  bloody  issue  vas  driven  by 
steam 

cHonts 

Around  and  arourdwont  the  bloody  erect  vat 
In  and  out  went  the  prick,  of  steel 
"Enough,  enough, enough ]  "  she  cried.. 

For  she'd  been  bloody  well  satisfied. 

Hov  the  tragedy  of  this  little  skit 
There  was  no  way  of  stopping  it. 

Around  and  around  went  the  bloody  great 
wheel  - 

In  end  out  v/eirc  the  prick  of  stool 
She  was  split  froa  cunt  to  tit 
And  the.  whole  bloody  issue  was  covered 
with - SHEET!  V  h  JET  A  etc  etc 


'fas  accosted  by  Cathusalem. 


•7?  ■  opr'  5 '  ri‘TT:f“:  r" 
l'  ,  ,jb  i  iJL-.  v.  -  • 


She  l.d  hi;-:  to  a  cosy  nook 
And  there  uncoiled  his  famous  crook. 
Full  seven  feet  it  throbbed  and  shook 
,.r.d  ctuivorccl  for  Cathusalau, 


Oh,  I  vis! 


vcrca  fascinating  bite! 


I'd  never  be  poor, I  always  would  be  rich, 
f'cl  live  in  a  house  with  a  big  red  light 


d  sleep  all  day 


Pd  work  all  nig 


This  sonofabitch  was  urders-ung. 

He-  missed  her  ’hole  -  he  hit  the  bung 
Ho  didn't  stop  'til  ho  hit  the  d unp¬ 
in  the  bung  hole  of  Cathusrlen. 


Once  a  vc-eh  I'd  take  a  dap-  off 
Just  to  drive  my  customers  wild. 

Oh,  I  wish.  I  were  a  fascinating  bitch 
Instead  of  an  illegitimate  child. 


That  bugger  sure  enjoyed  hue  fur 
fjrd  spitting  like  t  Levis  gun 
Had  saved  the  seeds  of  rnrny  t.  son 
Tn  the  bovcis  of  old  Cathusalen 


There  happened  thv.ro  that  vary  night 
A  bloody  Shrike,  a  dbb  orsito 

ho  had  come  in  search,  of  right, 
•Bound  the  vails  of  old  Jerusalem. 


chanced  to  spy  t..at  cozy  nook, 
sciseu  that  bur g  or  'ey  his  croolc 
d  tossed  bin  .into  Jebrons  drool : 
t  I  lows  , -.round  Jerusalem. 


i  Tunc 


;  or.r-ic  ; 


Our  Bomb  Group  goe  s  always  eo  -  .ersebur^ 
Our  Eoi.rb  Croup  it  never  turns  back 
,c  go  right  in  to  the  target 
’gTe  don't  give  a  damn  x or  u ;c  iui—n. 

CHor.us  ' 

horseburg,  I.ersoburg,Oh  look  vnat  nas 
happened  to  uc, 

I  lerse bur g;, ierset  urg,  Oh-  loo).:  mat  ha s 
happened  to  me, 

e  fly  with  those  95th  bastards 
The 3/ 1  re  yellow  as  ycll*v  can  be 
The"-  turn  20  miles  from  the  target 
£mcl  look  wrist  lias  happened  to  me. 


;,p  got  aaat  .  or  1  u_u.  01  1 1,  ut 
'e  seized  t’.rat  Oh.nke,  that  oicbersite 
...ud  sieved  it  up  with  A1  his  might 
The  ass  hole  of  -mihusaiem. 


That  little  tart  -  she  kucv  her  part 
She  braced  herself  and.  left  a  fart 
.  nl  blew  him  out  just  like  a  lari 
..  mile  above  Jerusalem. 


.  -way,  a;  my,  exte.y  v/e  go 
gJh-.-.t  care  ire  for  any  a  foe 
As  over  "Germany  ve  do  go^ 

In  a  Flying:  Fortress  bomber. 

The-;  navigf  tor  is  a  d runic 
he  tool:  his  training  in  his  bunk 
He  shot  a  wing  light  for  a  star 
<v'  -m  d  or!  *  t  kircr.;  iLicrc  In  hell  vc  c, re0 


BIG  FITE 

(Tune  -  Ivan  Skivinsly  Skivar) 

Yen  raay  have  heard  stories  of  bravery 

and  guts  in  the  Ignd  that  they  call  ETO 

But  the  bravest  of  these  was  that  big 
hunk  of  cheese 

And.  he  Wag- -a-  kig<-BIC. 

Sack  night  about  dusfi  when  the -missions 
vrerc  through 

TO.:. the  bar- -he  would  ste  ar  his  b  jg  feet. 

For' the  drunkest  *f  'these  was  that  big . 
nun!:  of  chop  sc  > 

flio  v/as ..  known  to  us  nil  cvb  BIG  F.GTE# 

•;  rhcn  I  first  mot  Poto  he  had  tw 
:noro  to  c  o 

Ac  he  leaned  #n  the  bar  in  the  club 

gc  turned  round  and  said,!>I'd  rather  bo 
dead  than  to  kc_p  .n.flubbin*  the  dub,” 


IIOilTY-  \L,S  TTL.CKING  THE  IIUII 
(Tunc  -  Ivan  Skivinslcy  Skiver) 

It  was  England  - in  Spring 
Churchill  said, 11  Heave  that  t.iing 
For  wc 1  vc  got  t!ic  blokes  #n  the 
It  cane  out  in  bold  type 
’Thick,  bandied  such  tripe 
That  Eor.tv  was  tracking  the. Hun, 


The.  wcathey  was  clear 
For.  th'c  f  irst  tirae-: this  .year 
Auid  each  gian  Was  cleaning  his.  gun 
’fith  a  stare  on  his  face 
/  s  he  bent,  to  the  chase 
For  Borrty  was  tracking  the  Fun, 

•gith  smoko  pots  full  blast 
T«  hide  troops  that  had  passed 
ilB.  they  marched  with  tneir  br.cks  tc  u 
sun 

Uith  full  hunting  gear 


’-.JLUii  J-U.-i.JL  O - * 

Just  Tivc  ho  those,  two,  I' 11  nc  longer  bo  They  called  bade  to  the  re; 


blue-fighters  i  nd  flak  I  will  moot*] 
u's  seen  them  gofcrc,  they  don't  sca.ro 
him  no ,  more , 

. s  the  legend  who's  mown  as  Big  fete, 
■ion  Pete  wont  on  pass,  ho  was  rarin'  for 


said  "I'll  flak  up  old  Londen  Town.11 
F-ut  his*  love  for  his  date  it  soon  turned  ’Titk  United  States  Geos  ana  Canadian 

into  Late  Bobs 

and  her  oanties  fluttered  down  wo  the  -And  the  3th  Air  Force  hiding  ta.e  sun.- 

-■round.  He  had  Frenchmen  and  Poles  in  Limey 

foxholes 

The  old  concierge,  Ms  face  was  like  a  dirge  pcr  y0nty  was  tracking  the  Hun. 

As  he  held  up  her  pants  by  the  scat. 


That  ilonty  was  tracking  the  hun, 

Vfith  tanks  loaded  for  bear 

,i  barrage  in  the  air 

His  boys  captured  yards  one  by  one 

Thilc  Patton  in  style  -covered  35  niiio 

While  Monty  was  trc.cld.ng  the  Hun. 


I'c  timidly  knocked  at  the  door,  that  was 
•Locked  -...the  one  *cfl»upiod  by  Big  Pete, 

Tig  pete  opened  the  doer  -  *n  the  floor 
crouched  his  whore 
shiver in*  in  her  bare  skin 
Said  Pete  to  that  man, "Do  you  think  that 
'  X  can  wear  that  bra  and  that  scanty 
step-in?" 


To  tiie  folks  in  the  pubs 
who  were  flubbing  their  dubs 
The  war  vacs  practically  won. 

High  over  the  Rhine 
His  bfacon  does  shine, 

For  Ilonty* s  still  tracking  the  Hun. 


LITTLE  STILL 
('Tune  - 


::ow  there '  s  many  a  m.  id  on  iron  old  1  ic<  C:j_L_ 

ho  h-  vc  ‘cone  t.«  bed  straight  from  the  street  pown  beneath  tie  hill  . 

•W-  darn  few  are  found,  and  1*11  bet  ray  last  There  is  a  little  still  _ 

'pouhd,  And  iis  snokc  Socs  curling  to  tne 

Who  have  bedded  amvm  with  our  Bie  Pete.  s!:y  -  you  can  cl.s±.±j  tcli. 

By  the  sniffle  r,n.ci  tno  smell 

yriC_  ?  finished  up  he  drunk  his  stirrup  ^  There  *  s  rood  lilckcr  in  the  air 
eUp  _  rlt.voufu  Ac  was  burred  f  r#m  the  slue  close  by. 

He  took  his  .Lust  t>iss  at  the  station  in  Diss  GHeAUo  .,  .  .  , 

ta.d  h,  c.-.st  hid  .;::-c=  v..,,y  UP  hto«c.  KoF,  :'OUrTUa.CTk°-ikf 


"There  goes  my  old  gr*up 

They  fly  'cordin’  to  poop 

I  know  that  their  bombs  will  fall  awoct," 

How  he  wished  ho  were  there. 

havigating  for  fair 

:  .s  was  only  Gone  by  Big  pete. 


CHCRUS 

Xcv-p  your  jug  corked  tight 
.Tad  lee •-  p  it  »ut  of  sight 
For  it's  only  'known  to  a  few 
So  mucker  urn  your  lips 
And  take  n  little'  sip 
Of  the  g®od  oic  mountain  dew, 

N*w  if  you  should  ever  happen. 
On  th.is  little;  still 
In  the  morning ,  noon '  *r  uig.it 
yen  can  have  your  jug  filj-cc. 
ajith  the  likker  vie  distill 
Bv  us  non  w. i#  ma.lcc  it  rig.'.t , 
CHORUS 


THOSE  STINGING  DOORS 
(Tune  - 

'Twas  Saturday  night  in  this  old  mining  torn 
■Jake's  bar  rood  was  uorr"  and  gav 
d  far  from  this  laughter  a  mother  did  wait 
Fop  to  cone  hone  with  his  pay, 

<|>ther,oh  mother, oh  where  can  he  be?" 
v’x.ughtcr  exclaimed  thru  her  tears 
;  other  replied,  "I'n  sadly  afraid 
father  h.r.s  stopped  for  sone  beers," 


E.iJTbD  ,.L;'Gs 


(Tune  - 


I  wanted  wings 

Now  I've  pot  those  god  Gened  tilings 
!  don't  want  those  bloody  wings 
anymore , 

For  Distinguished  Plyin;  Grosses 

Do  not  compensate  for  losses 

And  i'll  never  sec  ny  Ucllic  any  naif 


JO  Oh  :vs  I  rill,  oh  "'es  I  '..'ill 

,c  doors  swing  inland  t.ie  doors  swing-  out  j  vill  soe  n7  darling  Nellie  evemaj? 

c  SOLlC  ;D< .SC  m  •. .1  -C.  otn.crs  pass  out  P/it*  rii  e.+  'i  n -  lii  n  '  •  rir*/%e«rr-.  et 


For  Distinguished'Flying-  Grosses 

o.-.r  ic.u-.cr  i  fecr  ;v  e  uis  ..ose  in  some  oeer  go  riot,  compensate  for  losses 
-.a....nc..  a  osc  sv'ingo.ng:  eoors,  Eut  Christ,  what  a  hero  in  a  bar, 

"how  I  shall  go  fetch  Aim", the  daughter  did.  BOOGIE 

say, "He  ehar.'t  bring;  disgrr  ce  to  our  naae1.'  (Tu-’c  - 

ho  straightway  she  went  to  the  corner  saloon 

no  sve  her  poor  father  from,  shame.-  The  alligator  said  as  he  swallowed 

the  cat, "This  is  one  oussy  that 

Oh  father,  dear  father  cone  hone  with  me  now  you'll  never  ret  at,"' 

The  clock  in  the  steeple  strikes  two.  Sing*  boogie  •-  sing  Boogie. 

The  rents  to  be  paid  and  I'm  sadly  afraid 

You'll  spend  ail  your  noney  for  brew,"  Eonkey  and  the  b  noon  sit  tin'  in  xks 

ijnCRUS-  the  grass. 

Or.  the  doors  swing  in  and  the  doors  swing  •  out  ; .onlcov  saoved  his  f inner  uo  the 
hhiile  some  pass  in  .and  sone  pass  out  baboon's  a.ss. 

Through  -the  smoke  and  the -haze, there  stands  sing-  Boogie  r  Sing  google. 

■  pop  in  a  daz-a  -  Id. ind  those  swing-mag  door^ 

oeiiind  t:  .osc  sv/xngun.  coons.  Baboon  sr  id, '(Goddam  your  soul 

Shove  your  dirty,  finger  up.  your  <m n 
bach  Saturday-  n.a gh.t  in  turns  old  mining  town  css  hole," 

Thao  minor s  cone  mi  with  their  gold  sin;  Boogie,  Ting  Boogie, 

laid  father  blows  inwall  Ills  wares  for  gin 

,.nd  Helm  a  goos  none  m  tne  cold*  kappa  .got  druid;,  got  thrown  in  tho  ec 

Lianna's  in  bed  with  another  nan, 

"Oh  mother", she  wr;..lod,»I.y  mission  I've  pmig  Boogie,  Sing  boogie. 

friled-ay  father  will  ne4 or  mend  his  ways.'-'* 

The  mother  replie d, " It ' s  always  the  sane,-  Papon  got  drufj*-  got  thrown  in  jail 

It's  alwr.yg  the  woman  who  pays,!'.  Sister's  on  tfie** corner  hollerinr, 

G ■  GhUb  -  '  "PS.'srv 'for  sale". 


?hc  alligator  said  as  he  swallowed 
the  cut, "This  is  one  pussy  that 
you'll  never  got  at," 

Sing-  boogie  •-  sing  Boogie. 


Nonkey  and  the  b  Toon  sit  tin'  in  xks 
the  grass. 


.oogie , 


nd  Nellie  goos  hone  in  the  cold. 


TUG  -  .  "pfts.ry  'for  sale", 

th.e  doors  swing  ir-  and  th..c  doors  swing  out  gin;  google  '  Sir. a  'Goorie, 


Uhile  sone  pass  in  Tux'  others  pass  out. 
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.thout  a  father, . .... 
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BUST-  :'XC-  0. 


■G.ri^’;,Dri.x'::,Drinic  you  bit  ahi.d 
•*.  "  Bastards.  ■ 

Raise  yrour  pis3  pots  up  or.  hx. 
And  we1 11 'drink  .another  glass 
To  the  biggest  horses  ass 


\ 

u 


( TUiiC  - 

Oh  way  Gov:r  in  Tencssc-c 
l  ives  horses  ass,  that.'..s  ne. 

Bn d.my  f  tier  snoveled" 'horse  shit  in 
the  street. 

New  one  Gay' when  I  was  young 
he  found  diamonds  in  tge.  dung 
And  ho  sent  ne  to  this  fraternity 
sCh  TRIG  wl 


,!c.s  ever  pledged  to  beta.  Thetr,  Fij 


